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”r. “ulius Lester 

d s' ~hf> F t.I nr 1 -'pr 

197 Best 4- -t.. 

Dear hr. Lea ter. 


I quote from ycur ’"'evclufcionury ~‘etes" two excerpts .ieis -lag vith 
whet you call the "desth*' of Vertin’ Luther -ing, 3r. end his funerni: 


»y 


”, ...but, tns young bloods in the street understood, Martin Luther . 
hdng'ss z ’brother’ , s member of tbs family, whom you a lee greed with, fought, 
with, but when you got down to the nitty-gritty, you defended", { nope- 85) 

"In the rush of white Ame.ri ce to expunge its sins in the blond of 
Dr. King, it forgot ho was black, that he had such an uprsel tc the black com- 
munity because his rhetoric end his style came from Me roots in the black 
com milt;/. , { page'. 88) 


'■here is ‘-the ’'defense” of this "brother 1 


■t the family”. 


self-styled 


by the "young blood a? or any other block, particularly by tho; 

"rev olutinnery"? In abdication? In silence? It is tad enough t;.et 
close personal friends ere without voice, for whatever self-imposed fear, what- 
ever demeaning sel r-ju?t 1 fi cot-run, But how cb-ut tbs ' fearless big-talkers, the 
young, the impassioned? Lhere ere the peoples’ boros, the defenders, the avengers? 

■ ":■■;■ I; -agree with you, he was a Symbol. So about the murder of your symbol 

you are silent, to ei men, especially, the would-be leaders, the writers? In the ■ 
modern, marketplace almost anything. sounding revolutionary or violent from e 
black pen con be published. •*© thus have many fine, established block writers, 
every one of whom i a mute about the murder of this black, brother, this symbol. 

As. with Melcolm X, there is no black Blondel, no avenger, no defender, 
no truth-seeker - no one men willing to do the dirty herd work of learning rand 
establishing truth, a record of whet happened, a record of what government did. 
You all copped out, with Ramsey Clark, Fail C-nnlo, J, Edgar Ai o ora r, who framed 
s convenient white patsy. for you and thus bought the silence of those who might 
have been tempted to seek, to speak, if there were any. 


1 did tost hard, disagreeable work, with a refusal from every black 
1 asked to help (me or himself, mostly the latter) or interest himself. h a d some- 
thing been done, hod the black writers been less interested in philosophical talk 
and more in action, some of their recently-murdered brothers might today be olive. 
Some in jail on spurious charges night not have been falsely charged* But when 
there vvss s black crisis, when black leaders were murdered block writers were 
cowardly, unmanly. Jt is enough for then to be contempuous, indiselminat-ly, of 
all whites, including definining as "activists" those who go to Europe rather 
than stey end fight. (page 87). I era more the brother of these murdered blacks 
than you, for I, st least, set like s reel brother. Sincerely, 

Harold 7’eisberg 



